





we 


had sent out more than one 
hundred “wvrlations to 
my special friends and 
relatives. I had decorated 
my house with red 
streamers. I had ordered 
a heart-shaped cheesecake 
from Squeakini’s, the best 
bakery in the city. 1 had 
een hired band! 
That night, 1 went to 
bed with a smile on my 
snout. 1 dreamed | was 
nibbling cheesecake at my 


_oth€ bang 























You can make decorative streamers out 

of anything— old newspapers, magazines, 

‘etc, Hang them on walls, doors, or even 
from the ceiling, Here's how! 





hat You need: an old newspaper: red flt- 
tip pen. scissors, sticky tape. 


11. Cura long. rectangular strip from a sheet 
‘of newspaper. Fold i ke a fan 


«On the top rectangle, draw a 
heart with the pen. 
Cut along the drawing 
with selssors. 


4. Open the streamer \ 


4 ‘and place a lide piece 
of sticky tape at exch 
‘end. Now stick your 
heart streamer wherever 
you'd lke 
rn v 
















1d: Old magazines, red tissue paper, 
selssors, pencil glue, and sticky tape. 


1. Cuta long rectangular strip from the tissue 
paper. Fold ic lke a fan 


2. With the pencil, draw a circle on the 
top sheet. 


Cut along the drawing with scissors, 


4. Find some pictures of flowers in 
‘old magazines and cut them out 
with the selssors. 


- Open the streamer and glue the 
flowers that were cut from the magazines 
on every circle. 


|. Puta piece of sticky pe 


‘on each end. Now stick it up 
wherever you like 


DOPPOOSSOS 





Learn how to prepare desserts and 
‘mini pizzas for your friends. They'll lick 
their whiskers with delight! 


You need: ewo sponge cakes, blueberry 
or raspberry jam, orange marmalade, heed 
almonds, chocolate pieces, cookie cutter in 
the shape of a heart. 





« Cut as many hearts from the sponge 
cake withthe heart-shaped cookie cutter 
as you ean 





2. Spread the orange marmalade on some of, 
the hearts and on the others, the blueberry 
‘or raspberry jam. 

3. Top the blueberry or raspberry jam 

‘with almond pieces, and the orange 
marmalade with chocolate bits. 


exe. 


















hat yor \t bread dough: tomato sauce: 
shredded cheese: sliced red, yellow, and green roasted 
Peppers: two cookie cutters (the bigger of the two for 
‘the mini pizzas, and the smaller one for the 

Peppers); flour; rolling pin. 


|« Puta ltd flour on the table and flatten 


the bread dough with the rolling pin. 
2. With the bigger cookie cutter, 
‘cut hearts out of the dough. 
Top each heart with tomato 
sauce, and garnish with cheese 


‘With the smaller cookie cutter, 





cut out hearts from the pepper 
EY slices and place one on top of 
‘each mini plaza, 
g «Ask an adult for help 
. BEM cooking the mini pizzas. 
Preheat the oven to 350°F 
Bake for about 20 minutes 


‘oF until the crust is golden 


the heart-shaped cookle cutters! 
















Mousies Play 
The best part of a party is playing happily 
together. Suggest the following games to your 
friends, Then have a fabumouse time! 


Pass rue Hear 


hat you need: two pilows (it would be nice if you 
‘could find heart-shaped ones). 








To form two teams. put as many sips of paper as there 
are players inside a paper bag, On one half of 
the slips of paper. draw a red heart. On the 
other half, draw a black heart. Mix the slips 
‘of paper in the bag, and ask each player to 
pull out a slip. Once everyone has picked a 
sip of paper, two teams will emerge: one 
‘with red hearts, the other with black hearts. 


Each team forms line. The fist player on each 
ts the pillow between his knees and passes ito 
the next member ofthe team. who takes i, without 
using his hands, and puts ie between his knees. He passes 
iton to the next player on his team, and £0 on, unt the 
Inst player has the pillow between his knees. The frst 
‘team to get their pillow to the end ofthe line wins! 














Split into two even teams 


‘The first player on Team A thinks ofa pair It could be 
pair of people, lke Cinderella and Prince Charming, 
Beauty and the Beast, Batman and Robin, or Barbie 
and Ken. Or it could be a pair of things. like milk and 
‘cookies, fork and knife, sun and moon, or peanut 
‘butter and jelly. 





‘That player asks the other team to complete the 
pair. For example, If Team A says, "Cinderella, 
‘Team B answers, “Prince Charming.” Team A and 
‘Team B should take turns until each person has 
thought of a pair 

































The most precious gifts are those you make 
yourself. They show your friends and relatives 
that youre always thinking about them. 


Jt red, white, and pink construction 
paper: scissors; black marker; glue; yarn, 





}« Make a heart using the red construction 
paper, 2 smaller one with the pink paper, 
and three very small ones with the white 
construction paper. Cut them out 

with the scissors. 


+ Glue the red and pink 
hearts together. They will be 
the body and the head of the mouse. 


3. Glue a white heart where the nose 
would be, and the other two where the 
ars would be. 


4. With the marker, draw the eyes. Make the 
whiskers and tall by cutting some yarn 
and gluing it in the appropriate 


aces 
5. Write something on the 
aside fot cord, "a “4 






















r It a white paper cup; red markers; 
white crayons: pebbles: pencil: ed and green 
‘construction paper: a green straw: sticky tape: 
1 photo: glue; scissors. 


+ Color the paper cup with the 
red marker, 

Letie dry well, chen write "Happy 
Valentine's Day!” on it with the whiee 
marker. 

3. Fil te container with pebbles 


= |= Draw two leaves on 


. Ue green consocon 
peciaensbere 
Tere red conmrucsen 
poper Cut tem out wth 
Seeeors 
EGhnyour photon a 
decnarefbereare — CAD 
= Attach the leaves and y 
the heart othe green plate 
sch ung the socty ee 
icshoul ook the 3 Nowe 
7. Suck the “lower” in the 


container with the pebbles and give it 
tna special person 


perfectly planned, perfectly ORGANIZED, 
fabumouse Oalentine’s Day party. 


1amso happy 


any 








A poem is truly a very special gift that lets you 
‘express how you really feel. To find inspiration, 

(ook in your heart and think about your Feelings: 
happiness, friendship, love, and all tho rest. 


Start playing with the sound of the words, and try writing 
words that rhyme. Rhymes are phrases or sentences 
whose last word has the same sound as the sentence that 
comes before or after. Here are some rhyming ideas that 
will help you to write your valentine poem. The words 
are grouped according to how they sound. Enjoy! 


Ball: Tall, Smal, Wall, Call 





Part Start Smart.Cart, Mart 





Sidieiemsccace 
rte 


hoot: Rule, Tool, Pool, Coo! 





ys Pla, Eye, Fly High, Try, Buy, The 
Stars: Mars, Cars, Jars 


Sun: Fun, Done, Ton, One 





rm 
retort SD 


L You are such a special friend 
] Our friendship will never end / 
: Ls 





aa) Whan Tm with you, T have so much fun 
{ Let's play all day in the bright, warm sun. 

















Roses are red, 
old cheese is green, 

T hope you know how much 
you mean... To me! 
Happy Valentine's Day! 
XOXO 

—Gerenime Stlton 


PIE. Did Fmention 
Sm not mach of a pool? 
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Island, GERONIMO. STILTON 
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4 twenty years, as been 
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Map of New Mouse City 


1. Industral Zone 
2. Cheese Factories 
3. Angorat International 
Airport 
4. WRAT Radio and 
Television Station 
5. Cheese Market 
6. Fish Market 
7. Town Mall 
Snotnose Castle 
9, The Seven Mills of 
‘Mouse istand 
‘Mouse Central Station 
Trade Center 
‘Movie Theater 
Gym 
Catnegie Hall 
Singing Stone Plaza 
‘The Gouda Theater 
Grand Hotel 
‘Mouse General Hospital 
Botanical Gardens 
(Cheap Junk for Less 
(eap's store) 
21. Parking Lot 
22, Mouseum of 
‘Modern Art 
23. University and Library 
24. The Daily Rat 





25. The Rodent’s Gazette 

26. Trap’s House 

27. Fashion District 

28. The Mouse House 
Restaurant 

29. Environmental 
Protection Center 

30. Harbor Office 

31. Mousidon Square 
Gorden, 

32. Golf Course 

33. Swimming Poo! 

34. Blushing Meadow 
Tennis Courts 

35. Curlyfur island 
‘Amusement Park 

36. Geronime's House 

37. Historic District 

38. Public Library 

39. Shipyard 

40. Thea's House 

Mew Mouse Harbor 

42, Luna Lighthouse 

43. The Statue of Liberty. 

44. Hercule Poieat’s Office 

45. Petunia Pretty Paws's 


























Bear mouse friends, 6 
Welcome to the world of 


e 


Géronimo Stiltén 


bed 
a 








Map of Mouse Island 


Big Ice Lake 
Frozen Fur Peak 
Slipperystopes Glacier 
Coldcreeps Peak 
Ratzikistan 
Teansratania 

Mount vamp 
Roastedrat Volcano 

). Brimstone Lake 

. Poopedcat Pass 

|. Stinko Peak 

Dark Forest 

Vain Vampires Valley 
Goose Bumps Gorge 

5. The Shadow Line Pass 
Penny Pincher Castle 
Nature Reserve Park 
Las Ratayas Marinas 

|. Fossil Forest 

Lake Lake 








2. 


2. 
2. 


m. 
2s. 


2%. 
2. 
2 

2, 


x. 
2 


3. 


3s. 
6. 
». 





Lake Lakelake 
Lake Lakelakelake 
Cheddar Crag 
Cannycat Castle 
Valley of the Giant 
Sequoia 

Cheddar Springs 
Suifurous Swamp 
Old Reliable Geyser 
Vole Vale 
Ravingrat Ravine 
Goat Marshes 
Munster Hight 
Mousehara Desert 
Oasis of the 
Sweaty Camel 
Cabbagehead Hill 
Rattytrap Jungle 
Rilo Mosquito 











10:00 


I ForGOT TO SET 
THE ALARM CLOCK! 





1 woke up lazily the next morning. The 

1(/)[2) was already shining outside. 

“Oh, what a perfect day for my Valentine’s 
Day party,” I said, yawning. 

Then I spotted the clock. It was already 
TEN O'CLOCK! 

“RA TSI | shricked, jumping out of 
bed. I was so busy planning my party, I had 
forgotten to set my alarm clock. Now 1 
was late for work. 





MDear mouse friends, 


Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 


It'll be et 


adventure, that’s a promise! 


o 


oe 


Geronimo Stilton 


of 








Here’s something you should 
know about running in the 
bathroom: Don't do it! The 

\\ bathroom is a dangerous 
ag) Place! First | stepped on a 
5S% wet bar of soap. | flipped 
inte the air and SKIDDED 
across the room on the rug. | 
landed snout-down in a tub 
full of water. When | stood 
Me up, | had a rubber 
ducksy on my head. 

I was spitting water like a 

















fountain on high speed. Then I tried to pull 
the stopper out of the TUB, and my tail got 
sucked into the drain, 

“Youch!” 1 squeaked at the top of my 
lungs. “I'm too fond of my tail!” 

I wrapped my tail in a bandage, Then 1 
dragged myself out the door, sobbing, 


e® 


@ we 
Fenenipie wad © datens; 
Einar 









Lo 82, 


“ en , 





11:00 A.M 


THE MAILBOX 
Is Empty! 


It was eleven o'clock by the time I left 
the house. On the way out, I checked my 
mailbox. Maybe a big stack of valentines 
would cheer me up. After all, 1 had lots of 
Friends. I knew I would get lots of cards. 

But the mailbox was empty. 

What fas going ont 

I was so upset 1 closed the mailbox on my 


paw. 
“Youch!" | shricked. 
I wrapped up my paw ina bandage, 


seat aie con ME Brey, 





Don’t miss 
/ any of 
my others, 
fabumouse 
adventures! 






14m Yo Fd 
otf 


Eels 


coal ries GAPS GIRS 














A a 
e Cabana YON CACKLEFUR. 


|, Gerenime Stilton, have a ot of mouse 
friends, but none as spooky as my friend 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MYSTERIOUS mouse & 
with a pet bat named Bitewing. F 
I'm a real 'fraidy mouse, but 
I think CREEPELLA and her family are 
JAD fascinating. I can’t wait for 
you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly 


7 mk tales! aw see 
CaO Bota) 


(Cytntthfok Cena Seeagesien 






ev 











| Sees Geren 





F vont % 





THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 





THE QUEST FOR THE AMAZING 


PARADISE: VOYAGE: 
THE RETURN TO THE THETHIRD ADVENTURE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY IN THE KINGDOM 


OF FANTASY 





12 





) P.M 
THE NEWSPAPER WAS 
Not DELIVERED! 


I ran to the office. Oops, | almost forgot 
to tell you. I run a newspaper. It is called 
The Rodent’s Gazette. It is the most popular 
paper in New Mouse City. Usually, 1 love 
going to the office. But today, something 
STRANGE was happening. A mountain 
of newspapers was piled up in front of the 




















building. " 
Salt 
ne sft nants Pp, 
% e 
newspaper | semmrer newspaper 3 
rewspapernewspapel™™ 2° ceewene & 
sn nag 
vcbopatewpaner IOPERS newspaper 
Te spaper DE*SPREEE ror newspaper“ nolspape 
powepape? 


newspaper newspaper 


At that moment, a truck unloaded a huge 
stack of newspapers right on top of my head. 

*Youch!” I yelled from under the pile. 
| wondered if 1 could sue for a permanent 
headache. 

That's when I heard a familiar voice from 
the next building. “HA-HA-HA! Geronimo 
Stilton, you're such a mess of a 
mouse!” it cackled. 

It was Sally Ratmousen, 
leaning out of her office 
window. Sally is my 
number-one enemy. She 
runs a terrible paper called 
The Daily Rat, Her office 
stands directly across from 
The Rodent’s Gazette. 

“How did you like my 
Dalentine’s Day gift, 
















Sally Ratmousen is 
the editor of The Daily 
Rat and Geronimo's 
number-one nemesis. 
She'll do anything to 
publish the hottest 
and oddest news 
before he does! 







ADOURHE the Newse acest! 







Stilton?” Sally went on. “Last night, 
| bought the NewsExpress.” Then 
she slammed her window shut 
noisily, SLAM! 

My fur stood on end. 
Rat-munching rattlesnakes! This was a 
disaster, The NewsExpress is the company 
that delivers my paper to rodents all over 
Mouse Island. Sally must have told them to 
STOP delivering The Rodent's Gazette. 

1 felt a mouse-sized headache coming on. 

on, wnat eLSe COULD Bo wrong’ topay; 

1 put a bandage over th 

, big lump on my head. 
1 took out my cell 
phone and called the 
NewsExpress. 
“Hello? This 
is Stilton, 















Sevenime Hilton. \ am the publisher of 
The Rodent’s Gazette...” V began. 

A gruff voice at the other end interrupted 
me. “The Rodent’s Gazette? We don't deliver 
it anymore!” it hollered. 

The next thing I knew, I was listening to 
a dial tone. | twisted my tail up in knots. 
This was SERIOUS. The NewsExpress was 
the only company big enough to deliver 
newspapers to all of Mouse Island. 





‘There was only one thing left to do. | 
called Sally. | spoke in my sweetest squeak. 
“Um...Sally, can’t we just be friends?” 1 
tried. 





“After all, we both work in 
the same business.” 

Sally let out an evil 
laugh. “Of course we 
both work in the same 
business. That’s why I 





Harte,, 
want to put you OUT OF “4 
BUSINESS! If no one 
delivers your paper, the 
rodents of New Mouse City 
will be forced to read the 
only paper left: mine!” 
she cackled. 

‘The next thing | knew, 1 was listening to a \ 


Oh, why did Sally hate me so much? 
I never did anything to hurt her, Well, 
there was that one time I pushed her into 
a thornbush. But it was an accident. | 


tripped. Really. 
You can’t hate a mouse for being = 


dial tone, 








Ld 


THE OFFICE Is 
DESERTED! 


It was one o'clock. I stumbled up the 
stairs to The Rodent’s Gazette and burst 
through the door. +53! 

“I need everyone's help! he xs 
I yelled, ey! 

No one answered. | looked around. The 
office was empty. 

Whab Was going of? A cold 
shiver ran through my fur. Was everyone 
sick with a deadly flu? Did they get run over 
by a bus? Did a pack of scary mouse aliens 
whisk them away in a spaceship? 

Just then, 1 remembered something. 1 
had given all of my employees the day off 


for Dalentine’s Day. For a minute, | 
was relieved. Then | remembered all of the 
andelivered papers: 

So what did | do next? | did what any 
smart, sensitive, responsible mouse would 
doy pie ay énout down en ny’ date aid 
ctied enough teARS to Bill’an ocean. Okay, 


erat gitte™ 











maybe not a whole ocean, Maybe just a 
small lake, or a stream, or a tecnyctiny tea 
cup. Still, you get the picture. 

1 was depressed. This was the worst 
Valentine's Day ever! 

T left the office with my tail between my 
legs and my head hung low. 

That's when I tripped. 1 tumbled down 
the stairs, tong? 

Or, see euse cov? me 


“Why am I such an unlucky mous 
said, sighing. “I's Oalentine’s Day! 

A gentle voice answered me. “There is no 
such thing as bad lu id. 

1 shook my head. Cheese niblets! Was | 
hearing voices? 

“We cach make our own luck,” the voice 








continued. 
T broke out in a sweat. I was getting ready 


© 


to check myself into the Mad Mouse Center 
when I saw her. She was a CHARMING 
rodent with light &feee eyes and blond 
fur, She was dressed like a cowmouse in 
white leather. Around her waist, she wore 


a belt with a silver heart-shaped buckle, A 
wide-rimmed COWMOUSE hat was 
perched on her head. Spiffy BOOTS 
adorned her feet 

“Hello. My name is Cheesy Lou 
Sweetsnout,” she said. 





3 Cheesy Lou Sweetsnout 6 


First name: Cheesy Lou 


a 
BA Last name: Sweetsnout rg 
Nickname: Sweetness a 

Place of residence: Teas 
a 
me 


Profession: Country music singer 







What she does in her free 


PX 
A Who she is: A cowmouse from the Far West 
PR 

Fire: Loves to ride in rodeos 


PE Whar she tikes the mos 
Little heart-shaped objects from 
all over the world 

PR Her secret: She is 

YA enaiged to cowmouse 

PS Toughrac McBeefy, also 
known a8 Little Bul 

[Her dream: To become 

BE a star in Western movies 


I shook her paw. “Pleased to meet you, 
Miss Sweetsnout. My name is Stilton, 
Sevenime Hilton? \ mumbled. 

The cowmouse grinned. “Scems to me 
you have a problem, Gerry, dear,” she said. 
“Why don't you tell Cheesy Lou all about it? 

Now, normally 1 don’t like it when rodents 
call me Gerry, And I don't like telling other 
mice about my problems. But Cheesy Lou 
had such a sweet SMMTLE. Before | knew 
it, I was pouring out my WHOLE SAD 
STORY to her. 

She listened carefully. Then she handed 








me lace handkerchief dotted with red 
hearts, saying sweetly... 








EVERY PROBLEM 
HAs A SOLUTION 


I glanced at my watch. It was two o'clock. 
Half the day was gone and The Rodent’s 
Gazette was still undelivered. | began to 
nibble on my whiskers. 

Cheesy Lou calmly patted my paw. She 
flipped open her cell phone. Then she began 
barking orders into it. 

“Hello? Is this HORSESHOE RANCH?” | 
heard her say. “I need one hundred horses 
and one hundred cowmice sent to Seventeen 
Swiss Cheese Center— IMMEDIATELY!” 

She hung up with a sigh of satisfaction. 
“Problem solved, Gerry!” she said. 

A little later, we heard the sound of hoofs 






catl@ping down the street. 
Cheesy Lou stuck her snout 
out the window. “Lister 
up, redents!” she squeaked. 
“I need you to deliver these 
copies of The Rodent’s Gazette 
on the double! 
The cowmice waved their hats in the air. 
“We're on it, Cheesy Lou!” they 
called. 














They took off at a thundering GALLOP, 
The noise was so loud I could barely hear 
my own squeak, 

“Do you really think they can do it? 
asked Cheesy Lou. 

She was calmly filing her nails, “But 
of course, Gerry darling. You should try to 
think more positively,” she drawled. “Her 
a little saying my grandmother Cheery 
Cheeks taught me. Now repeat after me, 
‘Life is beautiful, the world is marvelous, 
and | [ove everyone 

I tried. “Ahem, Li 
beautiful, the world i 
maddening, and | love 
almost everyone...” | 
stammered, Hmmm, 
I guess I had to work 
on it. 




























heels Sang 





s. 
Lous grant 


I opened my notebook and jotted down 
the phrase that Cheesy Lou had taught me, 
so that | could practice. 

I thanked Miss Sweetsnout for all of her 
help. Then I invited her to my Oalentine’s 










Day party. 
“Well, tickle me with a catfur feather!” 
£9 
Bee 
toughrat MO 


= 





qneesy bout Fianc® 


she cried. “I'd love to attend your hoedown. 
V'll bring my fiancé, Toughrat MeBeely.” 

She took out a picture of a very muscular 
mouse and Aefssedf it. 








¢ 


A WAVE OF FOUL- 
SMELLING WATER 


It was already three o'clock. 1 walked 
home with Cheesy Lou by my side. 

“Are you SUFE you don’t need my help 
anymore, Gerry?” she asked. 

We had reached my house at Eight 
Mouseford Lane. | smiled as 1 opened 
my front door. 

“Oh, no, Miss Sweetsnout. I'm SUFE, 

but thanks for the offer...” I started to 
say. But before 1 could fi 
foul-smelling water hit me! 


L] 
-pelp! Sing ev” Help, 
Iigurgted: ‘%, 





|. a wave of 





© When the wave passed, 


* * 1 was soaked from the 
“4 ends of my whiskers to 
= the tip of my tail. 


1 looked around in horror. What a 
disaster! The SEWEF PEPE must have 
burst. My house was a mess, The rugs and 
sofas were sopping wet. Even my walls were 
dripping. And the §"TENCH! Oh, the 
STENCH! 

“Mem-must get Ff-resh air.” 1 choked. 





I headed for the window. On the way, I 
slipped and twisted my ankle. 
On, wae exse couin € W#NE tonaya 

I lay on the floor whimpering, while 
Cheesy Lou bandaged my ankle, 

“Gerry, | had a feeling you still needed 
mmy help.” she said. She dried a chair with a 
rag, Then she LIFTED me up and 
plopped me down on it. 

was amazed, 1 mean, I'm 
not a scrawny rodent. In fact, 
some might say I need to lay 
off the cheesecake for a while, 
y Lou LIFT a 
plump mouse like myself? 

“Where 1 come from, we're 















How could C! 


all into athletics,” she explained. 
“Yessiree, Cheesy Lou just loves 
lifting calves.” 





PRRRARHAA 


Singing happily, Cheesy Lou sprang 
into action. She grabbed some rags and 
wiped up the filthy, SLIMY water. She 
washed the sofas. She hosed down the 
walls, She hung out the rugs to dry. | had 
never seen a mouse work so fast. It was like 
watching a mini tornado. Yes, that Cheesy 
Lou had more energy in her little paw than 
had in my whole body! 








Finally, Cheesy Lou flung open all the 
windows. Fresh air filled the room. 

“And now for a quick spray of my favorite 
perfume.” She giggled. “Cream Cheese in 
the Summertime.” 

Suddenly, my entire house smelled like the 
most delicious cream cheese soufilé, 

“Life is beautiful, the world is marvelous, 
and J [ove everyone!” Cheesy Lou squeaked. 
“Come on, Gerry, sing along!” 





3 ily She sp, 
open arene a gee vertin 
” 






v 


GALLOPING THROUGH 
THE STREETS OF NEW 
Mouse CITY 

It was four o'clock. 


“Life is beautiful, the world is marvelous, 
and I love everyone,” | repeated. Hmm, 


1 was starting to feel better already, 
Maybe Cheesy Lou's grandmother 
was onto something. 





Um sop 
At that moment, the phone <a 
Tang. 
As I reached over to answer 
it, | heard a loud RIP! Rats! 
I had split the seam in my 
favorite suit jacket. Then I felt a 


twinge in my arm. 

“Ouch!” 1 squeaked. I had pulled a 
muscle in my paw. I knew I shouldn't have 
dropped out of that Weight Lifting for yj 
Wimps class at Rats La Lanne, 

“Geronimo Filton. \ cx 
grumbled into the phone. 

It was the baker. He 
he couldn't deliver my 
Valentine’s Day order. 1 
would have to:pick it up. 
I sighed miserably. 

Cheesy Lou put my 





PULLED paw in a SLING. 1 headed for 


my car, It wouldn't start. I tried to call a 





taxi, but there were none, of course. It was 
Valentine's Day! 
1 began to sob like a newborn mouse. 
On, wut exse coup Fo wRONE topay? 
Before | could Fimel owt, Cheesy 
Lou let out a high-pitched WHISTLE. 
Seconds later, a black horse came galloping 
down the road. 
Cheesy Lou plunked me into the saddle. 
“Pull on the right rein to turn right, the left 
rein to turn left, and both 
explained. “And above 
all, KEEP CALM. 
Whatever you do, 
don't act scared. 
If the horse smells 





to stop,” she 








your fear, no one will be able to control 
him!" 

1 felt faint. 1 felt sick. 1 felt the horse take 
off when Cheesy Lou screeched, “OFF 
you go!” 


The horse galloped all the way to 





"My order, ple: 





se!” I yelled to the 

baker as we burst through the door, He 

tossed me three CNOFMOUSE boxes. 
“Send me the bill!” | screeched as 


we sped away. 






\ 
ecco’? 











The horse galloped back to my house. He 
flung me out of the saddle. Then he took 


off. 
Ov, wel. T guess you Get MAE IY PRY fp 

And the ride was free. 

1 was sore all over. Luckily, the pastry 
boxes were safe. I headed for the kitchen 
to put them in the refrigerator. Just then, a 
ghostly figuire leaped out at me. 


“welp!” | shricked. “Don’t hurt me!” The 
boxes shook in my paws. 

“Oh, GERONIMOID, don't be such a 
SGaPedy mouse,” the figure smirked. 
I blinked. It wasn’t a ghost after all. It was 
my cousin Trap! He was dressed in a white 
sheet, In his paw, he held a bow and arrow. 

“What do you think of my Cupid 
costume, Cousinkins?” Trap chuckled, Did 
| mention that my cousin is the biggest pest 
‘on the planet? 


@ Ca 7% ty 


In Roman mythology, Cupid was said 
to be the god of love. Son of Venus, the 








steven 
‘with his arrow fallin love. 


“Deg wot 
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Geronimo Stilton 


VALENTINE’S DAY 
DISASTER 
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Oops! 


J My whiskers were twitching, My paws 
were shaking. My nerves were shot. 1 
i) put the pastry boxes carefully down 
con the table and sank into a chair. 
Cheesy Lou brought me a cup of MOT 
RBEGA. Do you like cocoa? I do. I's so 
warm and yummy and soothing. I closed my 

eyes. Ah, | was finally starting to relax. 
Then I heard a noise: $ pL AY! “Oops,” 
my cousin's voive mumbled. ev 
My eyes snapped open, “796880000000: 

I shrieked. Trap had sat on the boxes. from 














“My mini gourmet pizzas, my pastries, my 
heart-shaped cheesecake!” I sobbed. 








I was so upset that I didn’t 
see the icing on the floor. | 

YE —3 J, slipped. 1 knocked over my 
a aunt Ratsy's priceless 
antique vase. It SHATTERED into pieces. 1 
landed next to it on the floor, Right at that 
moment, Cheesy Lou swung open the door. 


Ithit me smack: in the snout. 

> . Hittle butterflies 
"7 danced before my 

| eyes. “Pretty... pretty..." I babbled. 

Then | fainted. 

When I opened my eyes, the first thing 1 
saw was Trap. He was £/CKIWG 
his whiskers. “Love the pastries, 
Gerry Berry.” he squeaked 
with his mouth full. “You 
know, they're 


EEF sill good even 




















publ 


though they're SCQULiS Ihe.” 

Steam rose from my ears. “I can’t serve 
squished pastries!” | SCREAMED. 

OH, wera exse couin £2 W#NE tonaye 

Meanwhile, Cheesy Lou was very busy 
bandaging my black eye. 
with the door,” she apologized. “But don't 
you worry about a thing, darling. Cheesy 
Lou will fix everything.” 

Cheesy Lou picked up the phone and 
Shouted into it. “That's right, 1 need 
1.9.8 pounds of flour, 
2S pounds of sugar, 
24 pounds of butter. 
and 120 eggs sent 
over to Eight Mouseford 
Lane...on the double!” 
she ordered, 











“Sorry [hit you 





A few minutes later, 





three big rodents G@ 
horses with the delivery. 

Cheesy Lou began measuring and mixing 
and baking. | should have guessed she 
would be a whirlwind in the kitchen. 
That mouse was good at everything. | 








wouldn't be surprised if she was a concert 
pianist and an Olympic ice dancer, too! 
Still, 1 had no idea what she was so busy 
making. 

“Um, can I help, Cheesy Lou?” I asked, 
watching her fill a pan with some type of 
batter. 





“No, thanks, Gerry,” she smiled. “You just 
Pe1GX. As for you, Trap, I'd like you w be 
my taste-terter.” 

My cousin was so @XCITED that he 
could barely keep his paws on the ground. 
Besides annoying me, that mouse’s 










favorite thing to do is eat! 
A little while later, Cheesy Lou || 

pulled an enormouse pan out of \X 

the oven. It was a delicious-looking 

cake shaped like a heart, 

is whiskers. He looked happier 

a cheesecake factory. 




















Bzzzt! 


It was six o'clock. 1 was thrilled with 


Cheesy Lou's cake, It was a work of art. 
Now I had dessert, but #7 hab would | feed 
my guests for dinner? 

Just then, I heard Trap whispering into 
his cell phone. He was mumbling something 
about and mozzarefila 
and flour. | guess my cousin liked 
talking about food as much as he liked 
cating it. 

Iwas still WOrTYTNY about my dinner 
party when I heard a ie berzing sound. 














It seemed to be coming from the 
heart-shaped mini lights 1 had hung as 
DECORATIONS. They looked so pretty. 

T hit the switch to fui)! them on, 
BZZZTI 1 was ZAPPED with an 
ELECTRIC SHOCK! My whole 
body shook. My fur stood on end. I lit up 
like my aunt Ratilda’s Christmas tree. She 
always overdoes it with the lights... but that's 
another story. 

Suddenly, the whole house went 0 
VERY DARK... 
is! A fuse must have BLOWN. 
iy cy whi. fis 587 Tepe 
the electricity in your house. 

Just then, a eae e9@ae appeared behind 
me. It was Cheesy Lou. She held a 
flashlight in her paw, “Relax, Gerry, I'l take 
care of it,” she said. “Ill check out the fuse 















box in your basement, But you really should 
be careful, darling. ELECTRICITY CAN BE MORE 
DANGEROUS THAN AN ANGRY COW!” 

She quickly bandaged my paw. I was still 


ge WHE topay 


shaking. 


OM, wnat arse cov? 








I followed Cheesy Lou down to the 
basement. A few minutes later, the lights 
blinked back on. 

“All fixed,” grinned Cheesy Lou. 

I was amazed. Was there anything Cheesy 
Lou couldn't do? 

“Ivs fun to learn new things, “Cheesy 
Lou said. “I learned all about 
fixing ELECTRICAL | 
PROBLEMS from 
my grandfather Buzz) 
Yep, he sure taught 
me how to light up a 
room.” 
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Nosopy Loves ME 


It was seven o'clock, party time. But no one 
knocked on my door. Tears filled my eyes, 1 
was all alone. 

Oh, what a rotten, awful day! 

“Nobody loves me,” | sobbed. “Nobody 
wants to come to my PARTY." 

Before long, the lights went out again. 
“Now what?” I whined. 

19 WRONG to, 

OH, wat ese ou Paya 


Suddenly, a flickering light appeared in 
the darkness. Uh-oh! 1 gulped. Was it a 
ghost carrying a candle? I've heard some 
ghosts are afraid of the dark. 





“C-ch-ch-cheesy Lou?” I squeaked. 
“Y-c-te-rap?” No one answered, Then, one 
by one, more flickering candles began to 
light up the EEG. More ghosts? My 
heart hammered under my fur. 

“D-d-on’t hurt me,” I stammered, “I come 
in p-p-peace.” 

Just then, 1 took a good look at the faves 
surrounding me. No, they weren't ghost 
faces, They were all of my 

“Happy Valentine's Da 

Geronim 
they shouted, ® 
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DEAR RODENT 
FRIENDS... 


Dear rodent friends, here it is...another 
whisKer-licking good tale just for you, from 
your friend Gerontme Ailton! 

This story is all about one of my favorite 
holidays, Oalontine’s Day. Yes, 1 guess I'm 
just a sappy rodent at heart. 

I ove all of that mushy stuff, like hearts 
and flowers and creamy cheese pastries. 

Read on to learn all about... 





A LITTLE SURPRISE 


at shock wont 
wha, wat with" 
‘lat. -.? But how. ..? 8 
My friend HERCULE POIRAT 
jumped up from behind the sofa. 
"We were trying (o organize a 
little surprise for you, Stilton,” he 
beamed. “What do you think?" 
I was so touched I couldn't even 
squeak. I felt like the richest 
mouse in the world, Friendship 
really isa TREASURE. 
Right then, my cousin Trap 
came in pushing a wheelbarrow. 
I was filled with Valentine's hearts and 


WIAMES and //ewers. “Special delivery, 


Geronimoid,” he announced. 





‘Tears sprang to my eyes. Partly because 1 
was so happy. And partly because Trap had 
run over my paw with the wheelbarrow. 


Ouch! 


valentine's p 
be 











I reached into the wheelbarrow and 
pulled out a card addressed 10 UNCLE 
GERONIMO. It was a poem from my 
/ovorite nephew, Benjamin. 

I gave him a BUI hug. “This is the 
BRESL GHET t have ever 


received!” I squeaked. 


20% 











é. 


A GIANT PIZZA 


1 was. still thinking about Benjamin's 
poem when { heard someone whining, It 
was my GRANDFATHER William. 
I wasn't surprised. Grandfather William 
was always grumbling about something. 
“I thought you were having pizza at 
this party.” be complained. 

Before | could reply, my cousin Trap 
grabbed me by the paw. He dragged me into 
the kitchen, 

“What now?" | groaned. Had Trap caten 
all of Cheesy Lou's cake? Had he set my 
toaster oven on fire? 

I closed my eyes, expecting the worst. 
But when | opened them, 1 saw the 





most beautiful, delicious sight. It was a 
super-mega-huge pizza in the 
shape of a heart! 

“TA-DAI* Trap shouted. “What do you 
think, Gerrykins? Can 1 make a pizza or 
what?” 

He cut a $1@Mt slice of the pizza, Then 
red as my cousin devoured the 








everyone ¢f 
whole thing in two bites. 


Aa-da 











‘Thousands of years ago. the Assyrians and the 

] Babylonians made a kind of pizza with oat flour 
and water. It was only in the 1700s that pizza as 
we know it was born. The people of Naples, Italy, 
invented it, and it became very popular there. In 
1889, King Umberto | and Queen Margherita of 
Italy went to Naples and tasted a pizza topped with 
tomatoes and mozzarella cheese. The queen liked 
it so much that from then on, that kind of pizza 
was called “Pizza Margherita.” In the early 1900s, 
Immigrant Neapolitans brought pizza with them to 
all different parts of the world, 








eA 


THE BEST 
Party YET! 





cueesecake! It was February 13, 
and I was so excited, The next day was 
Valentine's Day! Do you like Valentine's 
Day? | do. Every year I throw a big party 
for all my friends. And this year was 
going to be the best one yet. 





WHERE'S THE Music? 


It was nine o'clock. There was a message 
blinking on my phone. 

Uh-oh. Something told me it wasn't good 
news. Had | forgotten to return my library 
books? Did my plants need water down at 
The Rodent’s Gazette? 

NO, IT WAS THE BAND. THEY'D 
‘MISSED THE PLANE, NOW THEY 

WOULD MISS MY PARTY. 

1 covered my eyes with my 
paw, Oh, why did I have such 
rotten luck? “Where am I going 
to find a BAND at nine o'clock 
on Dalentine’s Day?” 1 cried. 











Just then, Cheesy Lou pulled out a 
business card. She waved it under my 
snout. “Today must be your lucky day, Gerry 
darling.” She chuckled. 

I read the card. It said, “Cheesy, Low 
Swoetmout: Professional Country, Music 
Singen.” 

My jaw hit the ground. 1 don't know why I 
was SURPRISED. That Cheesy Lou had 
more talents than a veteran circus rat, 

“You're a professional singer?” | asked. 





Cheesy Lou was already making a 
phone call, “GIRLS! Come on over t Eight 
Mouseford Lane. We've got a gig!” she 
squeaked. 

A few minutes later, two charming 
rodents appeared at the door, 





CHEESY LEE played the guitar. 
Cheesy Lynn played the banjo. 
And Cheesy Lou played the fiddle. tt 
was a paw-stomping country music concert! 





The band even taught everyone how to 
LINE DANCE. Well, not everyone. 
I stepped on my tail so many times that I 
eventually decided to just watch. Did 1 
mention I'm a little on the CLUMSY side? 











A Horse IN My 
LivING Room? 


twas ten o'clock, 

The party was in full swing. Rodents were 
talking and laughing and eating. I sat on the 
sofa happily watching my guertf. | saw Trap 
stuffing his face with cake. 1 saw Benjamin 
dancing with his friend Nibblette. 1 saw an 
enormouse white horse galloping through 
my open window. RAT-MUNCHING 
Rattlesnakes! What was a horse 





back was a rodent with 
frightening muscles. “Pleased to meet you, 
Gerry,” the mouse drawled. “I'm TOUGHRAT 
McBeeFy, Cheesy Lou's fiancé. Thanks for 





me to your party.” He smiled 
and shook my paw. 

Now, normally, I have a rule: no horses in 
the living room. But Toughrat seemed like 
a friendly kind of rodent, Plus, his grip 
nearly broke every bone in my paw. | didn't 
want to think about what he could do to me 
if he got angry. 


Thanks for the invite! 










I watched as Toughrat lassoed hims 
piece of cake and a glass of OP AM 
J¥ICE. Meanwhile, his QBDGE was 
munching away at my houseplant. 

A horse in my living room... thought to 


myself. 








Daler ’ 
February M4 dedicated to all people who love one wf 
another: friends, fanily, parents, and sweethearts W's 
2 special occasion to express our feelings by giving © ig) 
itt of chocolate, a poem, a lower, of. smile! 

IT'S A VERY OLD HOLIDAY z 
(On February 14, the ancient Romans celebrated the 
goddess uno, wife of the god Jupiter, and protector 

‘of women and married couples. On February 15, gaaflie) 
the feast of Lpercalia was celebrated, in honor of the € 
god Luperco, the atval of spring, and the fertility of 

the earth and animals nthe fifth century A, these off) 
feasts were both abolished, and February 14 became 
the day of Saint Valentine, the patron saint of lovers. 
THE STORY OF SAINT VALENTINE < 
Valentine was the bishop of Terni, italy. He was 

, imprisoned, and then beheaded by the Roman 
Emperor Claudius Il in a.0. 269. There are many il 
sores in Valentine's life that show why he became 

the patron saint of people who love one another. 


This is one of them. Jd 
4 
< 





After school, many children went to play in Valentine's 
garden. One day, Valentine heard @ young couple 
‘arguing there. He gave them a beautiful rose and 
prayed that their love would be eternal. The two 

made up immediately and asted Valentine \ 


to officte at their wedding! wd ) 





Sad 


1:00 P 


DiNnc-Donc! 


It was eleven o'dlock. The doorbell rang. 

Ding-dong! 

Who could it be? All of my friends had 
already arrived. 

“Who is it? 1 asked before opening the 
door, 

“Open up, Stilton!” a familiar voice 
BARKED. | opened the door. 

Holey cheese! It was my worst enemy, 
Sally Ratmousen. 

“Uh, hello, Sally.” | squeaked in surprise. 

She nodded. “Listen, Stilton,” she said. 
“I've been thinking. Maybe the NewsExpress 
should keep delivering your paper. After all, 








every mouse knows my paper is better than 
the The Rodent’s Gazette, anyway?” 

1 was shocked. Sally Ratmousen never 
does anything nice. Even her mother says 
so. “What great news! Thanks, Sally! That's 
amazing! That's wonderful! That's...” 1 
babbled. 

Sally put her paw in the air, “Enough 
with the chitchat, Stilton. I need 10 ask you 
something,” she said, 

1 gulped. | should have known 
there was a catch. What did Sally 
want now? My money? My precious 

set of Encyclopedia Ratannica’? My 
vital organs? 

But Ii'was wrong. All Sally wanicd was 
an invitation. That’s right, my worst enemy 
wanted to come to my Ualentine’s Day 
party! 





What do you think 1 did? Of course, 1 
invited her inside. One thing you should 
know about me: I, Geronimo Silom, 

© sera gortlemouse. | never hold a BPUDGE. 
And everyone knows Oalentine’s Day is 
a day to show your love toward others, 
I gave Sally a box of chocolate Cheesy 
» She Gobbied them down in 
No, Sally Ratmousen wasn't the 
st mouse on the block. But | guess she 
could still be my friend, Now, if 1 could 
just teach her to chew with her mouth 
closed. 














[ont sweerrun “1 
"favorite aunt; 
[ always gives him good advice | 
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SeGeronimo Stilton 


AN ENDLESS SUPPLY 
OF CHEESE 


It was midnight, My guests were getting 
ready to go home. 

“Wait, everyone! I have a Great 
idea! Pinky Pick called. Do you know 
Pinky? She i 
She's very © 








my young editorial assistant. 





Pinky gave 
of paper. 
a Valentine’s Day wish 


jeryone a piece 





and attach it to a 


Pace) BALLOON. 

& Panache ‘Then we can send our 

| sees wishes up into the 
Pg UE ek sky’ she explained. 


Pinky Pick’s advice: Roll up your paper 
before attaching it to the balloon. 





ee, eee 





I wish for world peace, | wrote. 


1 wish for love and happiness for all 
rodents, Benjamin wrote. 

I wish for an endless supply of cheese, 
Trap wrote. 

We stood back and watched our balloons 





Day sabes up to the clouds. Holey cheese! 
What a magical ight. 
§ 1 thought about how amazing it would 
be if our wishes really did 
Become true. The workd would 
be such a wonderful, peaceful 
place. Every rodent would find 
love and happiness. And, 
oh, yes, there would always be 
lots and lots of cheese! 


Happy Valentine's Dov! 


